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but it has a wild look and it flees when Jussi
approaches it. Wolves! Crying and mouthing
burning prayers to God, Jussi, a big lad, sets off
running home with his heart in his mouth,
stumbling along the wet paths, believing each
moment he can hear a wolf worrying the cattle.
At twilight Jussi's wailings were overheard by an
old fellow from a backwoods cabin, who set out
for the Tuorila pastures. He found one of the
cows stuck in a bog, and the bell-cow galloping
and rumbling around it. Grasping what had
happened and seeing that there was no immediate
danger, he returned home to fetch a rope. . . .

On those grazing lands Jussi spent several
hundred mornings, noons and evenings, and no
two of them were exactly alike. The herd-boy
of the 'seventies was incapable of consciously
noting their effect on him, which was to etch an
instinctive feeling of rootlessness ever deeper on
his mind; the past faded from his memory like a
weeks-old dream and for him there was no com-
pelling present. He was neither farm-hand nor
son; his place was neither the living-room nor
the inside rooms, but still only the bakery.

Then came the eve of the day on which he
was to go to Confirmation Class, With a scaring
excitement mingled a pensively happy fascina-
tion, for this was a step towards a new phase of
life. At dusk Jussi crept without asking leave